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PENSIVE LYRICS. 



THE HIDDEN LIFE. 

The soul whict animates this clay 
May be conversmg far away 

With Jesus whom it loves ; 
And panting to behold His face 
Still ponder o'er the depth of grace 

It's own experience proves. 

Say, art thou care-worn P Cast away 
Thy burden ; midst the reahns of day 

Expatiate light and firee ; 
Sing as thou didst in early days, 
Surely thou hast a theme of praise 

That Jesus died for thee. 



Say^ art thou lonely ? hie thee hence 
Beyond the things of time and sense. 

Seek fellowship above ; 
Christ can the solitary bless. 
Set in His family, confess 

Thou hast thy share of love. 

Amid the strife of tongues, e'en then 
Although thou seem to be with men. 

Thou may'st be hid with God ; 
There's a retreat endos'd yet free, 
A safe pavilion spread for thee, 
A calm serene abode. 

Hast thou a trial hard to bear, 

A fesf ring sorrow P take it there, — 

The poison of the sting 
Will be removed, perhaps the smart ; 
But should it still a£9iot thine heart, 

'T will be a hallowed thing ; 

And peace may yet be thine, if He 
The Comforter reveal to thee, 

The promised tribulation 
Appointed for the {eivor'd band, 
Who to their sufiPring Saviour stand 

In covenant relation. 
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How undisturbed the blest repose 
Which Jesu's presence sheds o*er those 

Who nestle near His side ; 
There^ if the fond besetting sin 
Should strive to gain an entrance in, 

Its claim would be denied. 

realize the purity 

Of heaven ; the foil security 

Of thine acceptance there. 
And when the claims of earth require 
Thy presence near its soiling mire 

Tread thou in faith and prayer : 

Imploring ffim thy steps to guide, 
Who once the narrow pathway tried 

And kept His garments dean ; 
Believing should thy footsteps stray, 
He can defilement wash away 

Th' atoning Nazarene. 

Yet commune with Him as thy Lord, 
For ever be His Name ador'd ; 

The miion how complete 
'Twixt God and man, 'twixt Christ and saint, 
Jehovah's claims, thy contrite plaint, 

Alike in Jesus meet. 



Life, everlasting life, begun 
And safely hid in God the Son, 

The saint is dead, is risen :— 
If fetter'd still by doubt, and weak, 
The Saviour comes His own to seek, 

And visits him in prison ; 

Loosens his bonds and sets him free. 
Shews him the glory yet to be, 

His right by heav'nly birth ; 
More of that quick'ning Spirit gives 
Through whose blest energy he lives 

The life of faith on earth. 

That Hfe of privilege ! none know 
Its sacred happiness below. 

But they who Jesas love, 
Not having seen ; imspeakable 
Their joy e'en here ; ineflfable 

Their treasured bliss above. 

Then struggle, suffer, labour, rest, 
In Jesus, — and thou must be blest, — 

He doeth all things well ; 
And those He condescends to train 
Will daily learn some gratefrd strain 

Their heavenly hymn to swell. 



HEALINa POWER. 

It was the hcnir of pra/r, — the Temple gate 
Was open, and the worshippers drew near; 

Lord of the Temple, Thou didst consecrate 
The spot where once Thy presence did appear; 

Where once Thy gracious voice proclaimed the news 
Of unction being poured upon Thy tead. 

To loose the captiye, cure the blind, and choose 
The poor in spirit to be comforted. 

Here two disciples met ; themselves were then 
EndoVd with gifts and graces from above. 

Which Jesus had received for fallen men. 
The promised purchase of His dying love. 

Strong in the faith imparted by their Lord, 
Li his blest name they heal'd the crippled limb ; 

Leaping and praising at the wondrous word, 
The man who felt the pow'r acfcaowledg'd Him; 
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And glorified the God^ through whom alone 
His feet and ande bones reoeiy^d strength ; 

While doubtless to his grateful soul was shewn 
Mercy may tarry, and yet save at length. 

Yes, forty years in impotence he lay. 
His stiffened joints became more firmly knit ; 

But whether forty years or one brief day. 
It matter'd not, — ^the Lord had spoken it; 

And nought can hinder when His grace decrees 
A miracle of mercy shall be wrought ; 

'T is thus from sin and Satan's pow'r He frees 
The fiEivor'd objects of His saving thought 

O, blessed Saviour, hast Thou heal6d me ? 

Help me to try the strengthThy grace has given. 
With bounding joy to prove my steps are free 

To choose Thy ways, and journey towards Thy 
heaven. 

Dost Thou my manifold backslidings heal. 
And love me freely, though I grieve Thee still P 

Thy covenant upon my spirit seal, 
And all Thy purposes of grace frdfiL 



Let my purged oonsdenoe testify that Thou 
The blood of sprinkliiig hast with poVr applied ; 

let me feel that I am heal^ now 
That by my walk Thou ma/st be gloiified. 



THE FIREFLY. 

(A short time before the stonning of Seringapatam, 
Gtmieral Baird was marc^iing with part of his brigade 
through a wood during tfaie night, when suspecting that 
they were moving in an opposite direction to that which 
he intended, he drew a compass from his pocket, and putting 
a fire-fly upon the glass ascertained the fact, and was thus 
assisted as to the course he should pursue. The perusal of 
this account gave rise to some reflections embodied in the 
following lines.) 

Too arrogant to view aright 

The mysteries that bound us. 
We strive to gain some daring height. 

Scorning the plain around us ; 
And yet one Lord beyond dispute, 
Oontrouls the vast and the minute. 
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The daily walks of life present 

Free scope for silent wonder, 
And if the listening ear be lent 

It needs- no voice of thunder 
To spread the glorious truth abroad^ — 
There reigns an ever-present God. 

Thus He whose providence decrees, 

Whose grace and mercy order 
That England's flag should hail each breeze, 

!Refreshing India's border. 
Deputes, as portion of His plan, 
The insect to assist the man. 

Gifted with means to guide his course. 
And yet in darkness pondering, 

A soldier hails the one resource 
He needs to check his wandering ; 

What were the compass and the eye 

Without the sportive fire-fly P 

Frail insect ! little didst thou know 

The aid thy spark afforded ; 
Thou did'st not see th' uplifted blow 

Impending, but thy Lord did ; 
He kindled that phosphoric lamp. 
Which sped the bolt to Tippoo's camp. 
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An Eastern empire at stake^ 

Such destinies inyolyingy 
As puny mortals dare not make, 

A problem for their solving, 
Who could have dream'd that vrar's advance 
Depended on an insect's dance. 

But instruments which we despise, 

God in His mercy chooses ; 
Nor less in this the mystery Ues, 

That others He refiises : 
Tis not the lunar ray He brings. 
But lustre from an insect's wings. 

And what the comfort we derive, 
And what the counsel taught us, 

As meditating thus we strive 

To seize what this has brought us : 

The fly upon tihie compass laid, / 

What is the lesson thus convey'd P 

It teUs us that each form of life 

Will manifest its being ; 
Infinite space with myriads rife, 

Is dear to the All-seeing, 
And flies must shiue, and saints must love. 
Through quick'ning influence from above. 



10 

It bids ns trast when all is dark, 
Nor shrink from seeosiing danger ; 

Help may be near, we cannot mark ; 
Perchanoe some passing stranger. 

Endowed with heaVnly lights may poor 

A beam where all was gloom before. 

0, it is sweet our thoughts to raise 

To that Almighty power. 
Which guides ns through the tang'led maze, 

And gilds the midnight hour; 
Perplexity and darkness proye 
The presence of directing lova 

Then let us still our compass hold. 

In £Bdth and patience waiting. 
Though only in our Leader bold. 

Our courage unabating. 
Till light upon each promise shine, 
And victory be yours and mine. 
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THE MISSIONARY SISTERS. 

Air ALLEGOBT. 

When sin had marr'd the finished work of OtKl, 
Anddeath had threatened what thelifehadfram'd, 

To meet the fallen in the paths they trod> 
Two mifisionarieSy TnUh and Lave were nam'd. 

Array*d in robds of purity and graoe^ 
And hnk'd in tender bond of sisterhood. 

They gladly left their blissful dwelling-plaoe, 
Rich in the promise of .efiSscting good. 

For this their mission^ erring souls to save. 
To rescue from destruction blind immortals^ 

Safely conduct them through the darksome grave, 
E'en to the threshold of th' eternal portals. 

Bent on their errand with that single aim, 
The messengers of heaVn should e'er possess ; 

Sweetly conversing, they by turns proclaim 
The holy threat — ^the proffer'd blessedness. 
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And soon an object for their zeal appears ; 

While Truth declares the sightless wanderer's 
danger. 
Love takes him by the hand, and dries his tears, 

And whispers comfort to the mourning stranger. . 

Still onward as their gentle footsteps move, 
How frequent are the bursts of glad surprise ! 

For at the grasp of Truih, and voice of Love, 
The dark and erring ope their sin-clos'd eyes. 

At length they failed to travel side by side : 
Unswerving Truth pursued her wonted track ; 

But Love had heard the voice of one who cried — 
" My way is hid/* she turned to bring him back. 

And Truth employment found ; for near her stra/d 
A traveller ; she beheld his feet ensnar'd, 

And seiz'd him withh^ pow'r&l arm, and made 
The welkin ring with lessons she conveyed. 

Alas ! in vain ; appealing to his fears. 
She tells of pitfalls in dark error's maze ; 

But though it be the voice of Truth, he hears 
Nought but the woes denounc'd against his ways. 
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Lof>^% sweet persuasLYe voice was distant then. 
Truth snffer'd£rom the absence of her aid; 

Soon she appear'd ; at once &e eager ken 
OiTruth disoem'd the grief her looks convey'd. 

" I could not keep the sonl I thought Fd won. 

" Blest Truths my strength was weakness without 
Thine/' 
Lwey trembling, cried : " And O, thy presence gone, 

" How helpless I," said Truth ; " no Toice of mine 

" Could e'er prevail without thy gentle tone ; 

" How is it sister? each derives her name 
'' From Him whose attributes and titles one 

<< Alike His nature and His will proclaim." 

" Sister, the High and Holy One is Truths 
" The merciful longsuflFering One is Love ; 

These attributes in Him unite ; forsooth 

" We fiul'd because we parted ; and the Dove 

" Who hover'd o'er us, when as side by side 

" We wrought the work of Hiqi who sent us 
hither; 
'^ Moum'd in the distance when we sunder'd wide, 
''How could our strength but sink, our efforts 
wither. 
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" God's woik is perfoet ; yes» our lumes mnlB 
" On that blest ceosb idiidi we alike display ; 

"But whether to aknn, peisaade, inyite^ 
'' We dare not seTer ; qieed we tiien our way J 



THE BBOKEN HASP. 

Greatioii's harmony ! weliye^ 

Unconscioiis of its depth or i 
No finite intellect can give 

The scope t' embrace its rich completeness : 
Such intellects themselyes can be 

But organs to prolong the cadence. 
And all concentrated agree 

To yield one Master mind obeisaQoe. 

There was a harp attun'd to swell 

The grand and uniyersal choir. 
Whose gentle breathings suited weU 

A theme which love and joy inspire : 
Its maker had pronounc'd it good. 

And echoing ranks tiie word had spok^, 
When lo ! a chasm where it stood. 

The harp, its maker's joy, is broken. 
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Those sirings^ so exquisitely wrooght. 

For feeling's thrill, and mind's disclosure, 
Now vibrate to the srnM thought, 

And harshly speak their sad exposure ; 
Wild bursts of passion sweep the chords. 

And dissonance pours forth its token. 
While all around sad proof affords 

That man is fidl'n ; the harp is broken. 

And yet the fragments, mighty 'King, 

Are claim'dbyThee, redeemed and treasur'd; 
And heaVnly courts again shall ring 

With shouts of praise for love unmeasur'd ; 
Thy power can re-oonstruct the frame^ 

And raise it from its base prostration. 
And bid it sound that only Name 

To which it owes its restcoration. 

Sad thought, that any chords should lie 

Unrescued from their sad condition ; 
They must remain eternally 

To vibrate without intermission ; 
Unchanging truth they must proclaim. 

And from their own instructive story 
Bring honour to One Holy Name, 

And manifest its awful glory. 
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Though from tmfathom'd depths of space, 

Sad moaos arise^ and notes of sorrow ; 
Yet hallelujahs take their place ; — 

Ineffable the theme they follow : 
Deep and mysterious harmony ! 

Those attributes our adoration, 
The subject of the symphony, 

And justice swells the diapason. 

But trace Xiha melody; how sweet! 

That rescued harp will breathe it ever ; 
While other instruments repeat 

The rapturous strain, and then together 
In praise, all other praise above 

Extol afresh the Source Eternal 
Of all perfection, holy Love 

Essentially divine, supernal. 
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MORNING MUSINGS. 

Bright and trembling dew-drops^ 

Blushing as ye fall ; 
Deeply cherished feelings, 

Your glowing tints recall ; 
Childhood's sparkling gladness, 

Early sorroVs tear, 
Love attracted heavenward, 

Ghravitating here. 

Yet though earth absorbed, 

Dew-drops ye wiU rise, 
Spread reflected glory. 

Sail mid azure skies ; 
Type of gentle graces. 

Filtering through their sod. 
Tranquilly aspiring 

To centre in their God. 

Peace through rugged passes. 
Wends its upward way, 

Joy, surmounting darkness. 
Hails th' approaching day ; 
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Love J its law fulfilling, 
Here reflects the glow 

Of heaVn's unsullied brightness. 
And sheds its snule below. 

Mid life's traosient yapoipr. 

Vanishing from sight, 
Healing beams attract them 

To a world of light; 
Yet earth's ransomed atoms, 

Freed from sin's alloy, 
Rais'd in poVr, shall welcome 

Love and Peace and Joy^ 

When in showers descending, 

They return to bless. 
Fertilize, and gladden 

The moral wilderness. 
Deeper channels forming. 

Till with vast increase 
Flow in streams perennial. 

Love and Joy and Peace. 
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PElSnEL. 

It was a night to be observed. 

Through all the lengthened path he trod, 
That night the patriarch was nerved, 

To wrestle with his faithful God. 

The God of Bethel— He who said, 
My covenant shall be with thee ; 

Then, how could Jacob be afraid. 
Or one so favored faithless be P 

Though Esau's host approached, the word 
That tumeth darkness into light, 

The promise of the living Lord 
Was his to plead that dismal night P 

0, sin can doud the brightest hope. 

The sense of guilt wiU bring distress ; 
Free grace alone affords us scope 
To rise above unworthiness. 



20 



He knew he should not be denied 
Hi* assurance of forgiving love ; 

" I will not let Thee go/' he cried, 
"Except Then bless me/* thns he strove. 

"Now I surname thee Israel/* 
Blest words ; to God be all the praise, 

And His the glory ; it is well, 
Though Jacob halt through all his days. 

Yes, honored saint, thy struggling hour 
Has won for other saints support ; 

When questioning Jehovah's power, 
Back to their Bethels they resort. 

Heir of the blessings which we share, 
What had thy supplication fail'd P 

Had only — " I reject thy pray*r,*' 

Been utter'd, for " thou hast prevail'd.'* 

Such answer could not come from One, 
Who prompts petitions which he grants ;. 

Fledg'd as a Sovereign on His throne, 
Still to supply His people's wants. 



21 



When eariUy socoour was denied. 
And human sympathy withdrawn^ 

Then was Jehovah magnified. 
And blessings crowned the rising mom. 

God of Peniel! JacoVs seed 
, Have never sought Thy face in vain ; 
Though trembling like a bruised reed. 
Thy grace and truth their hope maintain. 

Their sense of weakness is their strength. 

They glory in infirmity ; 
Thou art their Surety, and at length 

Will prove their all-sufficiency. 

And when in presence of their foes. 
Even the lame shall take the prey ; 

" The Lord alone,'* who died and rose, 
" Shall be exalted in that day.'' 
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EMiLNGLPATIOllf. 

« 

His Kingly vestment laid aside, 
Yet still in Majesty to ride ; 
His own essential Deity 
Enshrouded in Hnmanity; 

Son of the Higliest, Jesus came 
To vindicate His Father's Name ; 
In aU the strength of gentleness 
His foes to crash : His Church to bless. 

With holy unction set apart, 
To save the soul, and cheer the heart ; 
" Because of this anointing," see 
" The yoke is broken," I am free. 

A slave no more I A slave no more ! 
My great Deliverer I'll adore ; 
Beneath His easy yoke I'll bend, 
And joy to serve so dear a ^end. 
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A slave no more, well may I sing, 
I'm now a ohild, a priest, a king ; 
A tributary sovereign I, 
To Him who reigns eternally. 

A slave no more ! A slave no more ! 
I'll love, and wonder, and adore ; 
And strive a revenue to raise, 
By grateful service to His praise. 

Yet treach'ry in the camp I fear. 
Lord, Thou art powerful. Thou art near ; 
Divine Redeemer, Thou dost know 
The haunt of eVry inbred foe. 

No compromise must mar my claim, 
To triumph only in Thy Name ; 
In covenant, my Liege, with Thee 
Fm free to serve, — ^I'm free ! I'm free ! 
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THE GREAT PHYSICIAN. 



The great Physician proves His skill, 
By means concealed, and wise delay ; 

question not His love, be stiU ; 
To-morrow may explain to-day. 

" Lord, if Thou hadst been present, then 
" My brother surely had not died !" 

Wait, Martha, wait with patience ; when 
The grave shall yield its prey, decide. 

Then say if thy short-sighted mind 
Discem'd th' extent of Jesu's pow*r ; 

And keep in view the grace designed. 
To cheer thee in each sufiTring hour. 

Refuse not thou themed'cine cup, 
Nor shrink when trials probe thy soul ; 

" He maketh sore, and bindeth up 
''He woundeth, and His hands make whole." 
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This deep distress, this mental pain, 

May be essential to thy cure ; 
Thy fainting spirit He'll sustain. 

And strengthen, that thou n^/st endure. 

AU things are working for thy good. 
The great Physician is thy Mend, 

And He thy case has understood, 
From the beginning to the end. 

E'en in thy last great mortal strife. 
Thou shalt perceive this " FriencP* to be 

" The Resurrection and the Life," . 
Able from death to ransom thee. 



IMMEASURABLE LOVE. 

0, who can understand aright, 

The breadth, and length, and clq)th, and height, 

Of love surpassing all we know, 

That in created hearts can glow P 
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We call ihat lore, which can embrace 
The faithful of the hmnan race ; 
But Jesus, be His name ador'd. 
Can rebels love, His love is broad. 

We call that love, which can support 
The cold reserve, the sharp retort ; 
Long-suffering jeoIs e'en saints among 
But Christ bears with us, O, how long / 

We call that love, which prompts the ear 
At thought (^ sin in those most dear ; 
Jesus did something more than weep, 
He died for us; His love is diep. 

We elevate the love that makes 
Great sacrifice for others' sakes ; 
But Jesu's generosity, 
0, who can scale P — ^His love is high. 

Lord, do exceedingly above 

All we can ask or think ; that ^* love 

" Which passeth knowledge, we may know,' 

« Kll'd with Thy fulness here below." 
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THE TRIUMPH OF FAITH. . 

To overcome ihe world I Is this our aim P 
Thanks be to God, the conquest is obtainM ; 

As Christian soldiers^ let us tuge our claim, 

To share the triumph which our Lord has gainM. 

But ambushed foes allow not that repose, 
Th' assurance of our safeiy should impart ; 

And while with grateful love our bosom glows, 
We feel the workings of a ireach'ioas heart. 

How sweet the inward witness to their fidth, 
Th' adopted sons of Qod alone receiye ! 

BeUevers overcome, the Scripture saith ; 
And we shall triumph, if we but believe* 

And do we not believe, and know the love 
Whidi Jesus ever beareth to His own P 

Can we not testify there rdgns above 
An elder brother on our Father's throne P 
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Can we not say our brethren here below " 
Are dear to ns, as brethren of the Lord? 

Do not our hearts with warm affection glow. 
Whilst communing with Jesus in His word ? 

It doth not yet appear what we shall be. 
But hope we not His image to reflect, 

When purified we shall His beauty see, 
Where sin and sorrow shall no more deject P 

Beloved, if our hearts condemn us not, 
K what we ask we feel that we receive ; 

Contented with our covenanted lot, 
Desiring nought beside, — ^then we believe. 

Since wondrous union with a risen Lord 
Has bi^ught us into fellowship divine. 

Translated out of darkness by His Word, 
We'U.hail the mandate to arise and shine. 

We'll consecrate our new vitality 

To Him who is the source and Lord of life ; 
And grasp the substance of reality. 

Amid the shadows which engender strife. 
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Faith gives us energy to strive ; and He 
Maintains our faith who also holds the prize ; 

Soon will the struggle cease, the shadows flee, 
And glory beam upon our longing eyes. 



SECEET COMFORT. 

Life of my soul, my God, my Bang, 

My ever faithful Friend ; 
My great High Priest and Sacrifice, 

Thy secret comfort send. 

Saviour, devotedly to Thee, 
My heart I would resign ; 

Mine be Thy sanotifyiag grace, 
Thy secret comfort mine. 

Shew me Thy blood-seal'd covenant. 
To save me from my sin ; 

Renew my heart, and place Thy fear 
And secret joy within. 
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Since no unholy wish nor thought 

Can taniish heav'nly bliss ; 
Be mine, the pledge of growth in grace, - 

My secret comfort this. 

Yet till life's eventide nndeany 

may Thy dying love, 
And justifying righteonsness. 

My secret comfort prove. 

Lord, one petition grasps the whole, 

Youchsafe to grant it now ; 
O manifest Thyself ixi me. 

My secret comfort, Thovk. 

What heav'n will famish for Thy saints, 

It doth not yet appear ; 
There open joy will fill the place 

Of BBcret comfort here. 
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TRANSFOEMING ASPIRATIOIf. 



If the mtttess-bearing Spirit bring 
> The pledge of adopting loye. 
And atlore from a world that is perishing. 
To a heaven secur'd above. 

The soul will prove its holy birth, 
By its flutteriogs t'wards the throne ; 

Whence a Father's smile has reach'd the earth, 
And a kinsman's grace has shone. 

Must it linger still in the realm of fear, 

And its feeble pinions move, 
In a region far too dense and drear, 

For a child of light and love P 

Let it take its sin-forsaking flight 

' In the Lord's accepted hour ; 
It shall bathe its wing at a glorious height, 
In the fiinnament of His power. 
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Each attribute to faith displayed, 
Though hid from the eye of sense, 

Shall proclaim an Omniscient God hath made 
For its glory a defence. 

O droop not thy wing at the wondrous sight, 

But with adoration see 
The veil of humaniiy shades the light, 

That else had confounded thee. 

Those blending rays all meet on One, 

Who can well the glory bear ; 
He fills the mediatorial throne, 

And dispenses &YOurs there. 

A share in that glory shall yet be thine, 

For thy sins are all forgiven; 
Then gaze till His image reflected shine, 

In a soul made meet for heaven. 
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A MOTHER'S SOLILOQUY. 

O FOB a wise and 'holy fear, 

Lest daily toil and oare 
For those whom tenderest ties endear, 

Should prove the tempter's snare. 

When fix)m the early dawn till night, 

The world asserts its sway, 
The soul remits her heav'n-bound flight. 

And peace and joy decay. 

Yet still the cheering solace flows 

From age to age, the same, 
That well the heavenly Parent knows 

The earthly parent's frame. 

As dust and ashes in His sight. 
He does not tax our powers ; 

He tells us of His own vast might, 
And bids us make it ours. 

D 
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E'en our oontixiiiaiioe in life 

Proves His enduring love. 
And simplest incidents are rife 

With lessons frc»n abova^ 

For when JSis smiles irradiate 
The soul He deigns to bless/ 

The ties of nature illustrate 
His faithful tenderness. 

The child who winds the ravel'd skein. 

And looks with eager eye 
For skill beyond her own, to gain 

The puny tnastery ; 

O there's a language in that gaze. 

Which I can plainly read ; 
And while I thread the tangled maze, 

Let me the lesson heed. 

For surely oft it felleth out, 

My mind is thus perplext, 
And hopes, one moment free from doubt, 

Are all conftis'd the liext. 
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Yet ever as I breathe the prayer, 
" Lord, undertake for me ;" 

He answers — '' Cast on Me thy care, 
"Did not I die for thee P" 

Perchance impatiently Pve heard 
That " all is wrong again ;" 

Say, has my Saviour help deferred 
To this repeated strain ? 

Ah, no I my blessed experience proves 

That I possess a Friend, 
Whose word assures me those He loves 

He'll love unto the end. 

Thus am I taught in accents mild, 

Without affliction's rod, 
Both patiently to guide my child. 

And humbly trust my God. 
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THE PEACEFUL VOYAGE. 

Dear Saviour of the tempest-toss'd 

On life's tumultuous sea, 
" Thou mlt keep htm in perfect peace 

" TThase mind is stayed on Thee" 

Clroging with sia-enfeebled grasp, 
Man's confidence would flee, 

" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 
"Whose mind is stay'd on Thee.'* 

Yes ; since Thy feithfiil word is pass'd, 
Though fierce the gale may be, 

" Thou loilt keep him in perfect peace, 
*' Whose mind is stay'd on Thee." 

Not merely by short fitful gleams, 

Shall he his safety see, 
" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 

" Whose mind is stayed on Thee." 
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The donbtiDg soul will surely quail, 

But all Thy sainjbs agree, 
" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 

" Whose mind is stayed on Thee." 

Thine own choice gift, divine in kind, 

Superior in degree, 
" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 

" Whose mind is stayed on Thee." 

Fulness of joy the port must yield. 
But whilst on life's rough sea, 

" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace^ 
" Whose mind is stayed on Thee." 

The consecrated intellect 
Steers onward calm and free ; 

" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 
" Whose mind is stay'd on Thee." 

Jesus ! sheet anchor of the soul. 

How can we faithless be P 
" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 

" Whose mind is stayed on Thee." 
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Secur'd within the haven, while . 

Thy saints still brave the sea ; 
" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 

"Whose mind is staVd on Thee." 



THE LITTLE MATT). 

How touching is the tale of one, 

A captive Jewish Maid, 
Who, £ar from IsraePs land, her trust 

On Israel's refuge laid ; 
Wlio when her Syrian Master groan'd, 

A leper though a Lord, 
Thought of the prophet of that Qod, 

Her youthful heart ador'd. 

Among the meanest of her race. 

An exile and a slave. 
She was a chosen instrument, 

Her Master's life to save : 
The single talent she possessed. 

She hasten'd to employ, 
Jehovah's name to magnify, 

And Bimmon's sway destroy. 
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bright example to her race ! 

Where are the Christian youth, 
Who simply trust the word of BEm, 

They call the God of Truth? 
Though witnessing in all arotmd, 

And feeling it within, 
They disregard the soul's disease, 

The leprosy of sin. 

While the comparison we draw, 

This difference we see. 
The sjrmpathising Maid herself, 

From leprosy was free : 
But sad acquaintance with its smart, 

And knowledge of its cure. 
Must prompt the Christian's zeal for those 

Who yet its pang endure. 

If you have felt the plague of sin, 

And know Christ's power to save, 
From its pollution and its curse. 

And death beyond the grave ; 
Tell of His love from day to day. 

While to His cross you cling. 
And live to glorify your Lord, 

Your Prophet, Priest, and King. 
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THE ENGRAVED GEM. 

The Saviour's mystic crown, 
How bright each sparkling gem ! 

Jewels of which His love made choice. 
Compose the Diadem. 

A cross on each engrav'd, 

Proclaims its costly worth. 
Token of that redeeming love 

Which ransomed it from earth. 

Badge of the service free, 

A Saviour's sorrows daim. 
Whose cross and glory both are shar'd 

By those who own His Name. 

From gems of lustre rare, 
Their bright compeers beyond 

Resplendent beaming, we select 
One radiant Diamond. 
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Full on Its noble front 

In bold relief appears 
The Christian symbol, traced by love, 

Though wroi^ht ^mid sighs and tears. 

Only a kindred stone 

Gould the design effect. 
Only Omniscient Wisdom could 

The instrument select 

Yes, adamantine hearts, 

Thy cherish'd idols wear 
The stone away, that Christ alone 

May reign unrival'd there. 

O depth of love divine, 

Overruling sorest ill. 
That e'en heart- woundings from a child,* 

Its purposes fulfil. 

boundless power to form 

Such trophies of its grace ! 
Severity and goodness meet 

In that sav'd parent's case. 

* These lines were written in allusion to the domestic 
trial of a departed Ohxistian. 
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The &iher'8 ardent prayers 

For his rebellioiis son. 
Though Mfh was tried and hope deferred. 

An answer may have won. 

We know not anght beyond : 
Where faith is diang'd to sight 

They praise for what onr darlmeRR hides. 
And in that light see light. 



THE HEAVENLY JERUSALEM. 

See blest Jerusalem descend 

In all the Majesty of Heaven, 
And say6d nations walk therein, 

Adoring and forgiven ; 
No temple needed, every heart 

Presents a dedicated shrine ; 
No light required, save the beams 

Of righteousness divine. 
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Zion ! when in faith I read 

In Gtod's own book thy wondrous story. 
Thine earthly grandeur but the tjrpe 

Of beatific glory ; 
My sin-bonnd spirit pants to be 

From Satan's chains emancipate^ 
And with credentials firom thy "King, 

To stand within thy gate. 

Since present grace and fdtore bliss 
From Thee^ my God, alone proceed, 

let me not in fdture hopes. 
Forget my present need : 

The purest saints around Thy Throne, 
Once wander'd in temptation's maze ; 

And from the depths of sin and death, 
Have felt Thy poVr to raise. 

'Tis here I need Thee — Jordan pass'd 
Prayer shall be tum'd to endless pHEiise ; 

And all Thy saying attributes. 
Be sung in Oanaan's lays : 

On that bright mom in beauteous dress. 
The wedding garment wrought by Thee ; 

1 shall appear, and enter freed, 
A blest eternity. 
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THE CLOFD OF WITINllSSES. 

We trace through Time, reflected Kght, 
From Abel downwards ; pure and bright 
The Church has shed it's cheering rays, 
To the Redeemer's endless praise. 

Prophets, Apostles, Martyrs, shone 
Their day of grace, — ^before the Throne 
Of glory they will ever shine. 
Displaying still that grace divine. 

Once they were sojourners on earth. 
Tainted with evil from their birth, 
Felt many grie& and trials sore. 
And often wished the conflict o'er. 

'Tis ended now, that conflict strange. 
Who can describe the bUssfdl change P 
Glory for shame and life for death. 
And bright reality for faith. 
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BeKevers here, or weak, or strong, 
Have the same grace to prompt their song ; 
PoVr of their own not one can boast, 
All have been sought, for all were lost. 

And oft in darkness all have need 
To walk by faith ; by faith to feed 
On living bread ; by faith to stay 
Themselves on Jesus all the way. 

Encouraged thus, my spirit feels 
The comfort which God's Word reveals ; 
Though oft by sin and care opprest, 
I knoMT that Christ can give me rest. 

Tarry the vision as it may, 
I'll wait in patience for that day, 
When mercy bursting on my sight. 
Shall turn my darkness into light. 
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"SPHma UP, well*' 

Dear Saviour ! help my soul to see 
All fulness treasur'd up in Thee ; 
To realize a rich supply 
Of grace, and strength, and energy. 

fill my heart with grateful praise, 
And grant me, as I wond'ring gaze, 
The freshness of the springs to prove. 
Whose source is Thine unfailing love. 

The stream ofPardon^ Lord, I know. 
How wide and deep its waters flow ; 
As once I plung'd that flood beneath, 
To save my guiliy soul from death, 

So conscious of its daily need. 

For sins of thought, and word, and deed, 

1 bless Thee, Lord, that full and free 
That stream qf Pardon follows me. 
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The stream oflAfe^ whose waters feed 
Thine own divine abiding seed : 
May spreading roots and verdant leaves 
Evince the sucoonr it receives. 

The stream of Consolation^ full 

To overflowing ; this may Inll 

My grief when surface springs are dry, 

Comfort's exhaustless fount is nigh. 

And Wisdom^ 8 toelUsprir^ near me, lies, 
To strengthen me with fresh supplies ; 
My thirsty soul its waters drink, 
And sojourn oft beside its brinks 

And draw with gladness from the source 
Whence vigour to maintain thy course 
Must be derived ; let memory keep 
A choice reserve — " The well is deep." 

Throughout a "land of brooks," my way 
Is cheer'd or solac'd every day ; 
Dear Saviour, help my soul to see 
All my fresh springs proceed from Thee. 
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"THE WAIT-A-BIT THORN."* 

There is rest for the weary, a peacefdl abode 
In the fair land of promise, the Home of My God ; 
And I'd cheerfully follow the course pointed out, 
By the chart in my haijid without murmurings or 
doubt. 

For although 'tis a wilderness path I've to tread, 
Yet the sun's shaded glory beams over my head, 
I am cheer'd by the warblings of those on their way. 
And the blossoms of hope their bright petals display. 

There is much to entice ; — and life's morning's rich 

glow 
Shed its own special light over all things below. 
When I heard the sweet accents^ "Come follow thou 

Me, 
" With a love everlasting have I lov6d thee." 

So I gather'd my garments and took up my^ song. 
Felt that all would be well as I joumey'd along ; 
But the voice of experience I treated with scorn. 
When it bade me prepare for the Wait-a-bit-thom. 

'i^ A shrub growing in Kafi&aria ; so called by the natives 
from the thorns being barbed and detaining the traveller. 
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'' I'll contend with each wilderness briar I meet, 
" How entangling so e'er Til ne'er suffer defeat, 
" What ! am I not promised full strength for my 

dayP" 
A promise runs also, " I'll hedge up thy way." 



The sickness that hinder'd, the sorrow that press'd 
The keen disapointment, it must be confessed. 
They were thorns in the wilderness painfid to bear, 
And the while they were rank'ling drew many a tear. 



For I had not learnt then, and have scarcely learnt 

now, 
It is better to bend beneath each thorny bough ; 
Yes, the barbs may be loosen'd by some passing 

breeze, 
And the liberty long'd-for attain'd by degrees. 



Can i doubt it was mercy that graciously plann'd, 
How a rent in the garment, a scratch on the hand. 
Should detain, whilst a ravenous beast cross'd the 

road. 
Which I yet had to tread for my blissful abode. 
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Had I known that the serpent lay eoil'd on my path. 
Whilst I struggrd in vain, could I e'er have been 

wrath P 
No : the wake of it's progress seems only to say, 
It is needful, how needful, to wateh and to pray. 

0, it surely is wiser to wait and be still. 
When my covenant God shall declare it His will ; 
It is thus He allures His choice gifts to impart : 
In the wilderness often He speaks to the heart. 

Then I'll take up my song and proceed on my way, 
I may still sing of mercy, though plaintive my lay ; 
And perchance when I welcome Eternity's dawn, 
Find a theme for my praise in each wilderness thorn. 



THOUGHTS IN A SNOW SHOWER. 

While we gaze on the snow as it darkens the air, 
By a blast from the north fiercely driven, 

See it reaches the earth, where a type of earth's 
care 
It will melt in the sunshine of Heaven. 
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It's white flakes of crystals our praises employ, 
But how transient the smiles they have given, 

For a beam has burst forth, and depicting earth's 
joy, 
See, they melt in the sunshine of Heaven. 

They melt, and remind us of tears that are shed 
By the mourners whose sins are forgiven: 

In the storm of God's wrath they were frozen with 
dread, 
But they melt in the sunshine of Heaven. 

Yes, favor'd believer, the hope you possess 

Renders life's inequalities even; 
Tour joys and your sorrows alike become less, 

As they melt in the sunshine of Heaven. 

E'en now they evaporate, bearing those sweets, 
Which exhale when a blessing is given; 

And refracting a beam which their service completes, 
Melt away in the sunshine of Heaven. 

But that beam is the earnest of joys that endure, 
'Tis the pledge of rich promises given, 

'Tis the smile of a Father whose love is secure, 
There is nought evanescent in Heaven. 
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MERCY REJOICING AGAINST 
JUDGMENT. 

O, blessed words, "I came not 
"To judge, I came to save;" 

He came to rescue smners 
From death beyond the grave. 

He came not in His glory: 

He laid His glory by; 
In deep humiliation 

He came to bleed and die. 

And bounding o'er the mountain, 
Which Satan's malice rear'd, 

In Death's deep shadoVd valley, 
His majesty appear'd. 

It burst in awful grandeur. 

It rent the veil in twain; 
And Israel's earthly splendour 

Wanes till He come again. 
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Come, Lord, come very quickly; 

Iniquities abound, 
Thy saints begin to weary. 

Thy foes are gathering roupd. 

Thy Spirit is resisted, 
Thy sovereignty disclaimed 

Thy Holy Word disputed. 
Thy saving work defam'd. 

Yet whilst in mercy lingering. 
Speed Thou the Q-ospers sound, 

That Thine elect may cluster, 
Thy blessed Cross around; 

Adore Thy loving kindness, 
Thy pard'ning mercy crave; 

And join in Hallelujahs, 

That Thou art strong to save. 
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THE CHANT OF THE PILGRIMS. 

In the land of Immanuel, where praises abound, 
And heart-prompted melodies sweetly resound ; 
Each voice swells the chopus, 'tis ever the same, 
" Jehovah is gracious ! speak good of His Name.'* 

All strangers and pilgrims, light burdens they bear. 
And the pathway is rough, yet we hear them declare. 
As they take up the cross and proceed on their way. 
It is freedom to serve, it is joy to obey. 

The sun gilds the mountains, and upwards they 

press. 
But the shadows of evening may bring them distress. 
Will their song yield to murmurs when call'd to 

descend 
To the gloom of the valley as onward they tendP 

Ah no! they anticipate trials and woes, 
On the love which appoints them they calmly repose ; 
'lis the portion of children, they meekly proclaim. 
And the dark valley echoes, "Speak good of His 
Name." 
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Lo ! some are departing to far brighter scenes^ 
Where they'll chant the same hymn, and they'll 

know what it means ; 
And the burden and cross be remember'd with 

praise. 
For the graces matured in these pilgrimage days. 

A new generation shall take np the song, 
Since the hopes of the saints to their children belong ; 
Each covenant mercy by promise is seal'd, 
And to faith, divine faithfulness fiilly reveal'd. 

As the seed of the righteous look up to the God 
Of their fathers, and follow the path which they trod ; 
How rich are the blessings to which they lay claim, 
*' Jehovah is gracious! Speak good of His Name." 



LIFE FROM THE DEAD. 

Our moral atmosphere with care is rife. 
Clouding to-day, and sure to cloud to-morrow ; 

Who among those who share the ills of life. 
Know aught of fellowship in Jesu's sorrow ? 
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Of all the death-struck sojourners on earth, 
Eeaping the fruit of Adam's sad defection, 

Who trace their sonship through a second birth 
Who know the pow'r of Jesu's Besurrection? 

There are who know them, and their lot is cast 
With His the Crucified, the meek and lowly 

And while their dying life is ebbing fast. 
In Him they live, in Him the pure and holy. 

There is a principle which baffles thought ; 

Have we not marked its silent operation. 
And marvel'd at the transformation wrought 

Throughout the process of a new creation* 

'Twas resurrection power, — ^the heart of stone 
Yielded its increase, for the Lord had planted ; 

We pray'd for what Omnipotence alone 

Could grant, and grateful own the pray'r was 
granted. 

Mysterious disenthralment ! Mark it well, 

Adore long suffering love, and grace restraining ; 

Yes, the full time arrived : — ^but who can tell 
The hindrances o'ercome, or those remaining ! 
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Passive impressioiis buried far beneath 
A soil once till'd in hope of benediction ; 

Where in a rock so like the abode of death, 
Lay fossils of the heavenly plant — conviction. 

Say, did the Snn of righteousness direct 
The virtue of His genial effluence thither ; 

And wise Omnipotence the means select. 
To quicken into life where aU things wither ? 

Wisdom divine the process did prepare : 
A germ remained amid the petrifaction ; 

'Twas sown in answer to believing pray'r, 
And patient faith awaited life's reaction. 

While it was nourish'd from a humble source, 

A gentle stream appointed to retire, 
And thread the rugged chasm in its course, 

First bar*d it's bosom to the solar fire ; 

Then gain'd an entrance, — ^for He bade it flow, 
Who has for each command a promised blessing ; 

He made the hidden germ the influence know 
Unwittingly its heavenly birth confessing. 
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Clothing with verdure all the craggy steep, 
With leafy top the rocky pass o'ertowering ; 

It's shady boughs dependent seem'd to weep, 
The scent alone proclainoi'd the shrub was 
flowering. 

Now holy fruits abound, — each piercing ray 
Serves but to ripen faith and hope and meekness; 

And wintry storms but hasten on the day 
For God to claim what once was sown in weakness. 

We drop the figure, but prolong the theme 

So worthy of our holiest affection ; 
Jesus stiU lives His people to redeem — 

Body and soul — ^to share His resurrection. 



THY GLORY. 

Let me extol Thee, Holy King ; 

My soul her grateftd praise would bring, 

And rise from vanities to sing 

Thy glory ! 
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The summer san beams o'er my head. 
Earth's choicest sweets are roimd me spread ; 
To one blest theme my thoughts are led, — 

Thy glory ! 

Creation paints it, Saviour dear ; 
Thy saints behold it even here ; 
In Heav'n it shines, how bright, how clear — 

Thy glory! 

Amazing thought ! that one so vile 
May dwell beneath Thy gracious smile, 
And Thou with this canst reconcile — 

Thy glory ! 

As in a glass beholding now 
The glory of the Lord, I bow ; 
'Tis Thou who shew'st me — even Thou — 

Thy glory ! 

Yes ; sinner as I am. Thy face 

Is beaming t' wards me, and Thy grace 

Brings with it from the holy place — 

Thy glory ! 
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Thou dost proclaim Thy Name to be 

Immanuel I — in this I see 

Thy beauty, Lord, reveal'd to me — 

Thy glory ! 

By holy angels magnified. 
One with the Father glorified ; 
wherefore didst Thou lay aside 

Thy glory ! 

Compassion prompted Thee to dwell 
Amongst the fallen ; angels tell, 
By suffering thou preserv'dst well 

Thy glory ! 

Unable, Lord, I must confess, 
To comprehend thy love, I bless 
This mystery of Godliness — 

Thy glory ! 

All things are Thine, creation's Heir : 
Thine is the kingdom, Thine its care ; 
And all the glory Thou dost bear, — 

Thy glory ! 
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Thus upward, Lord, throughout all time, 
From eVry nation, ev'ry clime, 
Fresh incense rises, — ^how sublime 

Thy glory ! 

The Holy City, passing fair ; 
Who can its excellence declare P 
" The glory of the Lord is there,'*— 

Thy glory ! 

As in prophetic vision seen, 

Some foretastes of its bliss we glean ; 

That glassy sea reflects serene — 

Thy glory! 

I catch the echo of the strain : 

Lord, Thou art worthy — Thou wast slain ; 

Then " glory to the Lamb '* again, — 

Thy glory ! 

what a wondrous prayer was Thine 
That all Thy saints should with Thee shine. 
And contemplate in bliss divine — 

Thy glory ! 
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What grace that Thou should'st condescend 
To call each rescued soul Thy friend, 
And with this privilege to blend 

Thy glory ! 

Now freed from guilt and wrath and dread, 
Secure in their ascended Head, 
Believers here rejoice to spread 

Thy glory ! 

Should'st Thou forsake the meanest one. 
Or leave Thy saving work undone. 
Dear Lord, it would disgrace Thy Throne — 

Thy gioiy ! 

But Thine omniscience has supplied 
Means to present thom sanctified, 
To share as Thine unblemish'd bride. 

Thy gloiy ! 

Blest office of the Paraclete — 
Thy work within them to complete. 
And make them for Thy presence meet, — 

Thy glory ! 



From first to last 'tis all of grace 
Where shadows unto light give place ; 
Dear Saviour, let me see Thy face — 

Thy glory! 



THE UNDEFILED FLOCK. 

How blessed are the undefil'd, 

The loving and. sincere ; 
By no vain subtleties beguil'd, 

And destitute of fear ; 

Except the fear which dreads to lose 

A tender Father's smile : 
With HeaVn in view they gladly choose 

To sufier here awhile. 

Are they not blessed P Yes ; but how 
Did they the blessiog gain P 

turn we to the thomed brow, 
And all the unknown pain ; 
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And gaze we on the visage marr'd, 

Acquainted witli our grief; 
The form within death's prison barr'd 

Which purchased our relief; 

The empty tomb ; the risen life : 

We wonder, and adore 
The Conqueror in that mighty strife, 

Who all our sorrows bore. 

And more than conquerors they become 
Who share His saving grace ; 

Tor them in His eternal Home 
He has prepared a place. 

Sinners, in Him their Surety, they 

Are pure and undefil'd ; 
Joint-heirs with Him, they own His sway, 

And each is own'd a child. 



Partakers of His nature, free 
From sin's fell bondage here, 

They strive to serve their Lord till He 
In glory shall appear. 
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Then they shall see His beauteous face. 
Their brows^ shall bear His Name, 

His joy and their's will ever be 
Eternally the same. 
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